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and exhilarating before the sun climbs over the ridge of Mount Nukum. Then is the time to sally forth with gun in hand, through the Roumi gate, past the sleepy sentry, and out through miles of dew-drenched tamarisk, to pick up a hare or two and perhaps a snipe along the Alaf brook.
Or you can sit on a grassy bank by the brook, looking up at the clear, blue sky between the feathery tamarisk-tops, and wait for pigeons to come over on their marauding quests. Some friendly slinger will hail you from his lofty perch, when your quarry is on the wing, so you can watch the field-voles creep out along the irrigation banks that line the lucerne-crops, bright-eyed, timid creatures, that dive into their holes, like a conjuring trick, if you move a muscle.
And your escort will chat in a subdued undertone of prices in the bazar and their back-pay, or affairs of state, from the underside, as they see them, while you watch the tawny-winged fritillaries flutter across the mauve-flowered lucerne, until a warning yell brings you to your feet to deal with the first flight of blue-grey pigeons as it storms past above the tamarisk.
The stranger who is in touch with country life will find a better welcome outside the walls of Sanaa than within the city, where aliens are not wanted, and even Turks are at a discount since the firman proclaiming the Imam's control by means of the Islamic code.
Sanaa was once noted for her handicrafts, and even yet Sanaani work in brass and copper, nay, even Sanaani hookah-stems, are vouched for throughout the East, but her industries are in evil case just now.
The bazars are all in the eastern quarter of the Arab town, inward from Bab al-Yamen, where the meat-

